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Life, the Universe, and Everything 


New York, 19% 


The fax had arrived at their hotel, the message ominously blunt and to the point. It wasn't signed and he didn't 


recognise the handwriting. 
To: David Ellefson 


Bring supplies to Roosevelt Island subway station. 3am tomorrow morning. Take the Roosevelt Island Tramway 
rather than subway. 


The list of supplies included various tools, screws, cabling and wires. All of it could be carried in a single 
toolbox. But it was the final request which made David wonder. Why take the cable car when he was going in 
to the subway? Surely it would be easier to go to straight to the station? 


Still, even though the message made him feel uneasy, he couldn't turn down someone's request for help. What 
if it was someone in desperate need of help? Because the Metropolitan Transportation Authority wouldn't be 


coming to him for help. They had their own people to fetch and carry and repair. This was someone who knew 


David could be relied on to help. 


There was a chill in the air as he left the hotel, the smell of autumn chasing through the ones of the city. 
Darkness had fallen many hours before and, with the toolbox clasped in one hand, he made his way to the 
nearest subway station He needed to get to Lexington Avenue / 59th Street and, from there, he could take 
the Tramway across to the island. Even though he'd planned his route, it didn't stop him from being nervous. 


David had no idea what he was walking in to. Didn't have any idea who he was going to see. 


Even at lam the subway was still busy. The train was filled with people going to and from jobs, visiting family, 
or looking for fun. As with any time of the day, the passengers were silent, avoiding eye contact and 


conversation. 


The train rattled and creaked along the tracks, the swaying lulling him. He could run if he sensed danger. But 


how far could he run on an island? He had a box of tools with him so at least he had weapons. 


Suddenly it dawned on David why he had been asked to use the Tramway. It was a public place. Even in the 
early hours there'd be people coming and going, something which would be less likely in a subway station. It 
also meant he had room to run if he felt threatened. Maybe, just maybe, the person he was meeting had his 


best interests at heart. 


Exiting the station, he walked the short distance to the Tramway. The pylons stretched up in to the mist 
which rose from the river and, above the noise of the city, he heard the metallic creak of the gondola coming 
towards him. Paying the fare, he waited on the platform with the few other people. No one looked at one 


another. No one acknowledged anyone else. 


From the mist it emerged, a hulking cavern of metal swaying gently as it slid into the station The doors 
opened and a few stepped off. Taking a deep breath, David stepped on, his hand unconsciously tightening around 
the toolbox. 


It was 2.20am and, in a few moments, the last gondola of the night would depart for Roosevelt Island. 


It swayed silently through the night, a beast of metal and cable, carrying him over the East River and to 
whatever lay on the other side. Anticipation and dread swirled through him, the darkness only adding to his 


fear of the unknown. 


Finally the gondola began to descend, grating and shuddering against a pylon before it landed gently in the 
station No one was on the platform. It was just himself and the few souls who'd ridden it with him. David's 
heart beat faster, his mouth becoming dry. Fear clasped him. He was alone, on the island and no one, not even 


Mustaine, knew where he was. 


Standing beneath the station's canopy, David looked around himself, trying to get his bearings. Through the 
gloom, his eyes came to rest on a sign which pointed towards the subway. Stilling himself, he began to walk 
towards it, carefully avoiding piles of garbage and other undesirables. 


The station was still ablaze with lights, a 24/1 palace to travel off the island At that moment he wished he 
was taking a train back towards Manhattan. Wished he didn't have to do whatever he was about to do. Why'd 
he agreed to do it? Well, he hadn't been asked to, for starters. It had been assumed he'd do it. 


Its because Im David Ellefson il do anything for anyone. | must have "Mug" tattooed on my forehead 


Entering the station, he looked around himself. People came and went, far more than on the Tramway. The 
barriers to the subway crashed open and closed and, below him, he could hear the muffled sounds of trains 
and announcements. The concourse was wide, ticket booths and machines behind him, the sounds of voices and 


coins clattering into hoppers loud. 
Where to go now? This was his final destination and he'd been given no further instructions. Did he leave the 


box with someone? Leave it on the floor. Sighing and shaking his head, David was about to leave when a hand 


brushed his shoulder. Letting go of an involuntary scream, he swung around and took in the tall, hulking man 


behind him. 


Long, black hair was tied into their neck, their black clothes covered with the stains and marks of work Green 


eyes curiously watched him, large hands balled at their sides. Catching his breath, David slouched a litle. 
"Fuck, Pete. What's up?" 
The tall man nodded at the plastic case dangling from David's hand. "You brought everythin'?" 


"Everything on the list, yeah. What's it for? Thought you worked for the Park's Department on your days 
off?" 


Pete smiled and shrugged, shoving one hand in the pockets of his pants. "Still do. An’ here. Come on” 

He walked off and David watched him go. "Sorry? Just thought you wanted this stuff?" 

"| do" Pete stopped and looked at him. "But | wanna show you something” 

No one seemed to be looking at them and, for the first time, David felt as though he was invisible. That the 
people around them had no idea that they were there. It was a disconcerting feeling and a shiver snapped along 


his spine. 


David swallowed around his dry mouth. His mind screamed at him to leave but something, deep in his soul, 


wouldn't leave him. Pete was a nice guy, salt of the earth kind of guy, and David felt like he could go out of his 


way for him. If anything happened, the well-built man would have his back. Nodding, he followed 


They walked through a door marked "Staff Only". He didn't see Pete use the numerical keypad beside the door. 
Just turned the handle and opened it. 


Service corridors came and went, their journey carrying them ever deeper in to the system. Staff stopped to 
let them pass by, yet none of them ever seemed to see them. Instead, they looked away into thin air, as 
though the two men didn't exist. Maybe they didn't. Maybe, through some strange twist, they'd stopped 
existing on the worldly plane. 

"Pete?" His voice echoed through the curved corridor. 

"Yeah?" 

"Why don't people look at us?" 

The taller man slowed and shrugged. "Dunno. Never really noticed it ‘til now." 

"What's causing it?" 


Another shrug and Pete glanced over his shoulder, an apologetic look on his face. “Couldn't tell you. Sorry." 


After what felt like an age, and an especially long and badly lit corridor, they came to a heavy looking metal 
door. There appeared to be no locks, just a handle. 


Pete turned to him, the low light making his skin look especially pale. "Look, what's in there. It ain't." He paused 
and sighed. "It ain't normal." 


David felt his heart skip, the fear rising again. "How not normal?" 
"Like science fiction not normal." 


Licking his suddenly dry lips, David nodded. Too late to go back. And even if he did turn back he doubted he 


could find his way through the rabbit warren of tunnels and corridors. 

Pushing the door open, Pete let him in before following. 

The room beyond the door lay mainly in darkness. But from the chill in the air and the sound of his breathing, 
David could tell it was huge. Not hanger huge. Or even stadium huge. But city blocks huge. And not just one 
block, but many. 


Floodlights sat on tripods, their beams directed upward. When his eyes followed the light David let out a muted 
yell and back-pedalled for the door, only for Pete to stop him. 


"You gotta do this man" The taller man reassuringly stroked his back. "You gotta see it." 

A huge silver disc was suspended in the air, the sloped edges disappearing from David's vision Its surface was 
dull, even in the bright lights. Thick cables dropped from the centre and into a hole in the floor. The craft also 
seemed to hum, a low vibration which could be felt rather than heard. 

The hairs on David's neck rose, the shock chilling him to the bone. 

"What? Why? How? Where?" he stammered, eyes never leaving the disc. 

"Been here for a coupla centuries." 

"What?!" 

"Yeah" There was a note of respect in Pete's voice, as though the downed vehicle was some kind of time 
capsule. "Crashed when New York was just a baby apple. Someone buried it. Got dug up about thirty years ago 


and reburied here." 


Pete's presence was a welcome one as David's perception of the world crumbled. If Pete was to be believed, 


and there was no reason for him to lie, then David was looking at a bonafide alien space craft. 

"Who buried it?" he finally asked. 

"This time around? Who do you think? The freaking government. Can't have us serfs knowing what's here." 
"And why are you here?" 

"Fixin it." 

"Sorry?!" 

From the corner of his eye, he saw Pete shrug. "Kinda fell in to it. You got a fax, right?" 

"Yeah, asking me to come here with a bunch of supplies." 


"I got the same a coupla years ago. Askin! me to come and take a look at this ship. Trust me, | was as freaked 


out as you." The taller man chuckled. "Truth me told, you're taking this a lot better than | did” 
Dropping the box to the floor, David took a couple of steps towards the craft. "How so?" 


| ran. Got lost in the fuckin’ subway, didn't |. Wound up back here. Don't know how. Kinda accepted that | had to 
do this." 


David didn't know what to feel any more. Just staring at the ship made him feel strange, as though the 
vibrations were going through him. But he also felt a calm sense of serenity, like he had nothing to be afraid 
of. 

"You're feeling it, aren't you?" Pete asked. "That everything's gonna be okay?" 

"Yeah," he murmured. "Yeah, l'm feeling it." 

For a few more moments, he stood in the shadow of the great craft, taking in its size and presence. 

Quietly, he asked, "So why you? Why'd they ask you to fix it? Why didn't they send their own people to do it?" 
Pete's voice came from behind him. "Because there was no one else to do it. No one on this planet anyway.” 
Frowning, David turned and looked at him. "I don't understand." 

With his hands shoved in his pockets, Pete looked around himself before his eyes settled on the floor. "You 
have to be a special kinda person to do this job. Apparently they can't just send anyone in. You have to." He 
sighed and pulled a hand from his jeans. Tucking loose hair behind his ear, he continued, "Be able to feel things." 
"How so?" 

"You can feel the vibrations, right?" 

"Yeah." 


Pete looked at him, eyes piercing. "Then you're one of us." 


The words were like a bullet to his heart and David took a step back. One of them? How could be be one of 
them? He was just a human being? What did it all mean? 


Suddenly words formed in his head, spoke by a voice he could only hear with his mind. 
David Ellefson. Its good to finally see you. Thank you for coming 


His breath hitched as he swung around and faced the disc. Nothing had changed. It still shimmered slightly, the 
lights illuminating it, the cables hanging from its heart. 


Somewhere to the right of it, he saw the shadows shimmer. He wanted to run but Pete's warning remained in 


his mind. If he left, he'd only wind up back below the island. 


A creature melted from the shadows, David's breath hitching as it came towards them. Extremely tall and 


slender, it had a large head, completely out of proportion with its body. It wore no clothes, its skin as white as 
snow. It had no facial features other than two tiny holes David assumed was its nose and huge black almond 
shaped eyes. IT stopped a few feet in front of him and raised a long fingered hand. It only had three fingers 
and a thumb. 


The being continued to speak to his mind. My native name is unable to be pronounced by the human race. But 


you call me by a number of different names. Christ, Jehovah, the Holy Ghost, Allah, Muhammad - 


Shaking his head, David backed away in disbelief. The list of names, all of religious deities, continued to form in 
his mind. Pain, anger, confusion, and hurt rolled through him in equal measures and, sinking to his knees, he hid 
his face in his hands. Everything he had been taught, everything he'd been brought up to believe, and still 


believed, was a lie, a figment of something's imagination. 

When three cool fingers wrapped around his shoulder, David flinched away, a wet, gurgling scream tearing from 
his chest as he skidded across the floor. Black eyes, which appeared to be filled with compassion, looked down 
at him, the ethereal looking being's head tilted to one side. 

"Why?!" he demanded. "Why did you deceive us?" 

We deceived no one. We have been visiting this planet since its inception It was created, just as your Holy books 
say. But, as humans evolved, so we too evolved with you. You needed belief systems, something, or someone, to 
speak fo in times of need We created all these religions as equal, peaceful beliefs. It is man who has taken what 
was written and twisted for their own, evil devices. 

Rubbing his knuckles into his eyes, David tried to absorb what was being said. 

"My soul?!" 

Will go to heaven if you fix your ways. 


"IF it goes to Hell?!" 


There was a pause and the being knelt before him. It curled a long finger beneath his chin, lifting his eyes to 
the black ones so stark in its white face. 


Your soul will remain here. Here is Hell. Earth is Hell It never used to be. it used to be paradise. But man has 
scarred and scorched the the land and, one day, they will unfortunately finish what they started We did not mean 
it fo end Ike this but man has free will And it has been his free will to create the weapons they have. 


A dull sense of resignation settled over David and, trying to stem his confused tears, he sat on the cold 


concrete floor. 


"| have so many questions." 


Ask away and I shall answer. 


And so they talked, the being sitting cross-legged in front of him. The space around them faded to nothing, 
Pete suddenly a distant memory. Images formed in the palms of the creature's outstretched hands, showing 
the creation of the Earth, followed by humans, plant life, and animals. Dinosaurs came and went, humans 
evolving. They had been created in the image of the beings, to be loving and peaceful and to one day go and 
populate other parts of the universe. Except that they had failed and had turned their original peace loving 
nature into one of violence and hate. David was sure he saw tears slide from the creature's eyes as it spoke 


of the awful nature of the people of Earth. 


You were good people once. You had so much potential But you decided to fritter it away on the obscene, the 
pointless, and the destructive. 


David felt his heart break at the words. They had. Humanity could do so much good. Instead they killed one 


another and used each other for their own pleasure without a thought for anyone's feelings. 


No longer did he fear the pale creature with the with the large, dark eyes. Instead he felt an affinity with it, a 
calmness, as though he was truly in the presence of a deity. If the being could fly a craft trillions of light 


years in the blink of an eye, there was no reason it couldn't have created all he'd been taught in church. 
"What can we do?" he softly asked. 


Be at peace with yourself. Help others and teach them to live the right way. Teach them that peace, love, and 
harmony are the virtues by which are needed Not war, destruction, and death All that you have - money, fame, 


adoration - is worthless if you do not love each and every person Love the sinner, David 
"And the Bible? What of that?" 


All worthless words by men who thought that they knew better than everyone else. All except for the positive 


parts are worthless. The orignal transcripts are locked away in the Vatican's vaults. 


The information blew David away and he shook his head. He's long suspected that he didn't know all about the 


world but what he was experiencing was far beyond his imagination 


They talked more, the being explaining how it had come to be on Earth and unable to return It had crashed 
unexpectedly and had been waiting for technology on Earth to develop enough for repairs to be made to the 
craft. In the meantime, its fellow beings had visited often, offering to take it home. It had refused, preferring 
to remain on Earth and see if it could change anything. Which, to David, explained a lot of the end time 
prophecies and UFO sightings. Their God was walking among them, its friends and family visiting from the 
furthest stretches of the universe. 


"Are you male or female?" he finally asked. 


| am neither. Your gender constraints do not apply to us 
"So why are Holy figures always portrayed as men?" 

Because you have always seen men as the stronger of the sexes I is just another of your misconceptions 

At that, David felt a wave of guilt. He thought back to all the times he'd criticised women All the times he'd 


used them. All the times he'd called them pieces of meat. No one deserved that and, slowly, he was learning to 


think differently. 
"So why did you create us as two genders?" 


Because we could not create you entirely in our image. You needed to learn and evolve and, to do that, you 


needed to have companionship. So we created you as male and female. 
"So why are some people gay?" 


Again, it is down to the way you were created, the way your brains develop. Because it would be boring if we all 


looked and acted the same, wouldn't it? 


Smiling, David nodded. The serenity washed over him in waves and he held his hands out to the creature. They 


were carefully taken, long fingers wrapping around his own 


You will be a great man, David You may not know your future, but | do. You're going to leave here and start your 


real mission on this planet. 
David could feel himself choking up. "Will | see you again?" 


h time you will | will always be close, just as | am always close for all of you Do not be sad and know in your 


heart that you're doing the right thing 


2012 


Standing in the middle of the desert, David stared at the clear sky. The stars were bright, the occasional 
satellite and shooting star zipping before his vision He had done what he felt his calling was; to play music and 
start his own ministry. He had never spoken of the creature he had met beneath the streets of New York He 
didn't want to scare people. Didn't want to shake their carefully crafted belief system. Instead he taught them 
what he'd been told to teach them. That they needed to fill the world with peace and love. Through the 
ministry they fed and clothed people, showing the world that there were others who cared for them. They ran 


child care facilities for low income working families and clubs for the lonely and elderly. He may not be able to 


change everything about the world but he could start in his own backyard. 


Pete had been gone a little over two years, taken home by the being. He knew that Pete had gone to the 
heaven the being had spoken of, taken away in one of the massive silver discs. In the wake of fixing the craft, 
they'd spoken many times, sharing what they'd seen and learned. David learned that they weren't the only ones 
to have been beneath the streets, that there had been others. Now he missed their weekly conversations, 
Pete's deep voice a comfort when he couldn't sleep, when they images of a world gone bad had played through 


his mind. 


He hadn't seen the being again either, although he often sensed its presence, especially when he was working 
within his church. He felt as though he was doing the right thing, following the plan the being had set out for 


him so many millennia before. 


Taking a deep breath, David rested his hands in the small of his back and stretched. From the corner of his 
eye, he saw something. Turning, he watched, smiling as the massive silver disc hovered before him. It paused 
for a moment, as though watching him. Then it was gone, zipping into the night, its speed immeasurable in 
human terms. 


They weren't alone in the universe, and the thought made David happy, comforting him far more than he 
thought it would. Because what was the use of having infinite space if there was no one to share it with. 


